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with a queer, terrified half-scream the crowd swayed
nearer a step.

'Stand, men, they're coming!' shouted Quintus,
his sword drawn ready. Darkness came on them as
the moon slid back behind a cloud; the river was set-
ting up now, rapidly and hard, rocking a very little
and swirling fiercely under the jetty wall. The child
crouched on the stones, wet and crying, and the
Romans waited, all still, for the attack. Then, once
more, suddenly and heavily, down came the rain.